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The photographer closed his eyes for a second. and could picture the girl in twenty 
years' time, her hope stolen long ago, giving favors to men for money so she could 
keep food on her table and heroin in her veins. The city was not kind to those without 
souls. 
He opened his eyes again. The man still stood there, unmoving. like a cold gray 
statue waiting for the pigeons to add their life and their color. 
''I'm sorry," said the photographer. and he meant it. The old man stood still for almost 
a minute more, his left hand clenching and unclenching. water flowing over the surface 
of his rheumy eyes. 
Finally, he turned back to his wife and child. He put his hand on the girl's head. 
and his arm around his wife's waist. 
The three of them slowly continued in the direction they had been heading. until 
the photographer lost sight of them among the drabness of the buildings and the street. 
The sun never did show its face that day. and eventually the photographer had to 
go home. There was simply no art to be found. D 
